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Then The Tear Drops Start To Fall 


When the tear drops start to fall, 
When your heart is breaking 
And the love that once you held, 
Gone forever taking 
All the rays of hope and life, 
Leaving naught but worldly strife. 
Tender thotk that you recall_ 

Then the tear drops start to fall. 

When the days of grief have gone 
And your faith has fin’lly won, 
Life’s bright spirit love’s new tho’t, 
Each a lesson it has taught, 

Yet the flower ’neath the sod. 

Gone to heaven, gone to God, 
Memories that you recall— 

Then the tear drops start to fall. 
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All the rays of hope and life, Leav- ing naught but world- ly strife, 
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Ten - der thots that you re - call. 




Then the tear drops start to fall. 
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When the days of grief have gone 
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And your faith has fin - ^lly won, Lifes bright spir - it lovds new thot, 


I 




> g 


4 -^ J 






Jt A 


g 0 - 


9 0 


G ^ ^ 


1 




i 




t=i 


fclz 


r 


f 


•Sh 
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Each a les - son it has taught; Yet the flow-er ’neath the sod, 
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Then the tear drops start to fall. 
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When You Were Just a 

This is, without a doubt, the greatest “KID” song ever written, 
one that really makes “time turn back in its flight” and takes 
you back to the “days of real sport.” It carries that human 
appeal that is sure to find a warm ^pot in the heart of every 
true lover of music. Just ask to hear it — you’ll want it. 
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GET IT FROM YOUR DEALER. PRICE. 35c PER C»PY. IF HE WONT 
SUPPLY YOU. MAIL AMOUNT STATED DIRECT TO PUBLHSHER 

McClelland music pub. CO., McCleltand Building KANSAS CITY. MO. 





